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Then can my care tunde tongue deiiuer him. 

King. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard. 

The worft isworldly Ioffe thoucanft vnfold, 

Say, is my kingdomeloft? Why twas my care. 

And what lolle is it to be rid of care ? 

Striues Bnllingbrooke to be as great as wee i 
Greater he lh all not be ; if he ferue God, 

Weele ferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuoltour Subie<fb. ? that we cannot mend, 

T hey break c thctr faith to God as well as vs ; 

Crie woe, deftruftion, mine, and decay, 

Theworft is death, and death will haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that your Highnelfe is lb armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie, 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormic day, 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their fliowers. 

As if the world were all diftolud to teares, 

Sohighaboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bullmgbrooke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then deck ? 
White beards haue armd their thinne and haireleile fcalpj 
Againft thy Maieftie rand boyes with womens voyces 
Striuc to /peakc bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffevnwildie armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes, 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Ycadiftatfe women mannage ruftie bilks: 

Againft thy feate both young and old rebels 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King. To welt to well thou telftatale (bill. 

Where is the Earle of Wiltfhire? where isBagot? 

What is become of Bufliie? where is Greene 1 
That they hauelet the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful! fteps* 

If we preiiaile, their heads ftiallpay for it s 
I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peacchauc they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King. Oh Villaines, vipers, damnd without redemption/ 
* Dog? 


Bichard the Second. 

fling my hewt, 

wc h n^A'ricc worfe then IucUs» 
rlicv make peace ? terrible hell 
M,°ke warre vpon their fpotted foules for this. 

ST Sweete loue’s (Ifee) changing :h.s property 
Turnes tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 

Aeainevncurfe their foules, their peaceis made 
ufth head, and notwith hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 
a naiiefulllowerau'd in the hollow ground. 

Am Is Bulhie,Grcene,& theEarle oi Wiltflure dead? 

Scro ' Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
J where is the Duke my father with his power ? 

Kw ‘ No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graucs, of wormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make dull our paper, and with raime eyes 
Writcforrowonthe bofome of the earth, 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of wils ♦ 

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our de poled bodies to the ground i 
Our lands, our liues, and all are Bttllmgbrookes , 

And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmall modcll of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as paft and couer to ou r bones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit v pon the ground ! 

And tell fad ftoriesofthe death of Kings, 

How feme haue beenedepofde,fomc ftainein warre, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, feme fleeping kild, 

All murthered: for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepesdeath his Gourt.andtheretheantiquefits, 
Scoftinghis ftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

ToMonarchil’e, be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As ifthisfldh which walks about our life* 
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